BALLADE OF THE POETIC LIFE

Too full their spring tide flowed,

And ebbing then
Has left each hooker deep

Within salt grass ;
All ebbs, yet lives in their song ;

Song shall not pass
With these most desperate.

Most noble men !

Then, comfort your own sorrow ;

Time has heard                               10

One groping singer hold

A burning face ;
You mourn no living Troy,

Then mourn no less
The living glory of

Each Gaelic word !
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BALLADE OF THE POETIC LIFE

THE fat men go about the streets,

The politicians play their game,
The prudent bishops sound retreats

And think the martyrs much to blame ;       20

Honour and love are halt and lame
And Greed and Power are deified.

The wild are harnessed by the tame ;
For this the poets lived and died.

Shelley's a trademark used on sheets :

Aloft the sky in words of flame
We read " What porridge had John Keats ?

Why, Brown's !   A hundred years the same ! "
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